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Tragedy of Hamlet 

Our Soveraigne procelfe, which imports at full 

By letters congruing to that eft'edt 

The prefent death of Hamlet , doe it England, 

For like the Hedticke in my blood he rages. 

And thou muft cure me : till I know *tis done. 

How ere my haps, my joyes will nere begin. p x - t 

Enter Fort inbraffe with his Army over the Stave 

tX ^Pcainc.From me greet the Danitli &ng, 
Tell him that by his licence Fortinbrafe 
Craves the conveyance ofa promis'd march 
Overhiskingdome; you know the rendezvous, 

™ n hlS Ma J eftie would ought with us 
W e fhall exprefle our duty in his eye. 

And let him know fo. 1 

fap. Twill doe’t my Lord. 

Fortin. Goe Tbfcly on. 

tt fr. , Enter Hamlet ,RoJencr aus ,&e. 

Good fir whole powers are thefe ? 

V5/’- Th ey are of Norway fir. 

Ham. How propos’d fir I pray you ? 

Cap. Again!! fome part of Poland. 

Mam. Who commands them fir ? 

Cap. The Nephew Ofold Norway, FortinbralTe. 

Ort7oSSr fttl,e Mine 

Cap. Truely to Ipeake, and with no addition, 

S. g [ ° C 1 CO § a,ne a little P a tch ofground 
That hath in it no profit but the name, 

K°nrl y u Ve duc .^ ets ’ five 1 not farmeit. 

Nor will it yeeld to N orway or the Pole 

A ranker rate, Ibould it be fold in fee. 

th i" t? PoIlacf UW<x will defend if. 

Lap. Nay tis already garrifond. 

Tvvothoufand foulesand aoooo.duckets 
WiUnot debate theqaeffionnfthisftfa^ 

This is th impoftume of much wealth and peace, 
hat inward breakes and fhevves no caufe without 
Why the man dye?. I humbly thanke you fir. 



<Prince of Denmarke, ; 

Cap. God buy your fir . , • - ■ < 

Rof. Wil’tpleale you goe my Lord ? : 

jjam- He be with you ftraight, goe a little before. . . 

How all occafionsdoe informe againft me, 

Andfpurmy dull revenge? Wfoaci%$man, , • n \'N 
If his chiefe good and market .ofhis time fiffi - .’iv- a V* 

Be but to fleepe and feed ? a beaft, no more. 

Sure hethat made us with fuch large dilcourfe. 

Looking before and after, gave us not 
That capability and God-like reafon 
To fuftin us unus’d: now vyhether it be u: . - . 

Beftiall oblivion, or fomeoraven feruple • •' 

Ofthinking too precilely on th’ event, 

A thought which quarrerd hath but one part wifdom 
And ever three parts coward :,I doe not know 
Whyyet l live. to lay this thing’s to doe, 

Sith I nave caufe, and will,andlirength, and meanes 
To doe’t : examples grofle as earth exhort me , 

Witriefle th is army of fuch mafle and charge. 

Led by a delicate and tender Prince, 

Whole Ipirit with divine ambition puft 
Makes mouthes at the invifible event, 

Expofing what is mortall and unlure ... 

To all that fortune death, and danger dare, 

g reac 

Is hbt f6 for vvithoiit gr^ap argument. 

But greatly to finde quarrellin a ftraw. 

When honour’s at the Bake, How Hand I then. 

That have a fatherkill’d, a mother ftain’d. 

And let all Beep, while to my fhame I fee 
The imminent death of twenty thoufand men, 

That for a fantafie and crickeof fame 
Goe to their graves like beds , fighp for a plot 
Whereon the numbers cannot try the caufe, 

Which is not tombe enough and continent 
r o hide the fiaine? O from this. time forth. 

My thoughts be bloody, or be nothing worth. Exit. 
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